i7o            HENRY HOWARD^ EARL OF SURREY

The tender love of thy young son and mine/

This having salds she left me all in tears
And minding much to speak; but she was gone^
And subtly fled into the weightless air.
Thrke raught I with mine arms to accoll her neck:
Thrice did my hands vain hold the image escapef
Like nimble winds, and like the flying dream.
So, night spent out, return I to my feres;
And there wondering I find together swarm'd
A number of mates, mothers* and men,
A rout exiled, a wretched multitude*
From each-where flock together^ prest to pass
With heart and goods to whatsoever land
By sliding seas me listed them to lead.
And now rose Lucifer above the ridge
Of lusty Ides and brought the dawning light.
The Greeks held the entries of the gates beset:
Of help there was no hope.    Then gave I piace^
Took up my sire, and hasted to the hill.